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* * * * 
Show your bide ones tee as you Ge them! And is there a better way of 7 


doing that than giving them a huggable, cuddlable playmate? 


Cuddles, From the people who have given children the delightful entertainer 
of a magazine, Chandamama. Cuddles. A whole new range of stuffed toys, And, 
your old favourites, And, cute surprises being introduced regularly. Each one a 
sweet, adorable companion to your child. Absolutely 















* safe. Designed to withstand childhandling. 
. Well, the fun and excitement of the festive 
* season is just round the corner, Make it * 
memorable for your child with a special 
gesture. With a Cuddle 
* © CUODLES — fated tos rom Chandamama * 
# SAMMO — Mechanical and electronic 
toys trom Chandamarna 
* ” 
ae Toytronix Private Umited, Chandamama Buldings, wa 
Vedapalanl, Madan - 600 026 
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CUDDLES AND SAMMO TOYS WILL BE AVAILABLE AT ALL LEADING TOY OU) 
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DIAMOND BOOK CLUB 


@ WHAT IT Is? 


‘The iangest salting Comics nthe Country, the Diamond Comica are pusbilshed every 
‘month in Hindh, English, Bengali and Gujarati which give the hair-raising and hilarious 
. Spisodes of the famous characters of typically Indian genre. May be you encounter 
* alificutty in getting your favourite comics like your parents forgetting to bring them for 
‘yov in time or your Book seller exhausting thelr coplag rather eariy! The solution fo all 
thete problems is your becoming the mambsr of Diamond Book Club! Then you would 
Gata rot of Breve comles every month in time and many other occasional gits from us 


‘a8 bonusl 
BE A MEMBER OF THE CLUBI 


‘The biggest advantage of this membership is your knowing in advance about the 


‘Just once you mske your parents apres to pay the money tothe post-man who brings 
your Comica/Digest by V.P. every month and you have done your part. Then you 
‘month, 


‘receive the Comics leisurely sitting at home, every 
HOW TO BECOME A MEMBER 


















For ensuring the sate arrival of your comics every month, just fil n tie coupon given 


‘36/-but Ra. 33/-only and Ra. 7/- would be saved in the postage. Moreover, Ifyou get 12 
\V.P'scontinuously you would lao earn a bonus ofa digest worth Ris, 12/-tree.— 
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LIFE IT SELF ISA 


ep 
TE oaeng Fonte Sees ern TO 


ame 1 we receea ra emai Ws. et bY 


PUZZLE 
Hare ucca ety sched by thee toes itigence, ewetopadtesi ad 
‘ability 1o take right decialon at right time for solving puzziea ot 

Any by can ons ger tough Ie examaby rummng wet Soaks btn wey one 
dows get guarantee of having # succosstul lite 


4 
PUZZLE PACK 


Vis the concept ot KNOWLEDGE, coated win FUN {8 


Nis not easy to tll what 


‘these books contain except te 


say’A LOT’ So hurry.and pick your favourite pack trom J 


the nearaat Book shop. 


Price : For each Book is. §.00) 





















hat beautiful blue eyes Songbird 
“has,” said Pooja looking at its 
picture: “Let’s go over and see her.” 


— 

HE SONGBIRD’S STOLEN! 

On their BSA SLRs they rode to 
Songbird’s cage. “Let's see if this 

works,” said Ralph ringing his BSA 

SLR’s bell. It always did, but not 








this time. Pooja suddenly 
whispered, “Songbird’s eyes look 
green.” Obviously it wasn’t 
Songbird! “Songbird’s stolen!” 


. One STRANGER SPEAKS 
“What happened?” asked a 

stranger, When told,he expressed 
sympathy and walked away. The 
next day the Secret Seekers rode 
to the countryside on their BSA 
SLRs. Suddenly, through his 
binoculars, Vipul spotted the 
stranger walking to the house 
beyond. Wasn't he humming a 
familiar tune? But hadn’t he said 
that he was a stranger to town? 
That he didn’t know Songbird? 


(QN THE TRAIL 

Excited, they followed,him, 
covering his tracks with their 
BSAs, Gently applying their BSA’s 
brakes, they waited, A short 
while later, he locked up and left. 
‘The Secret Seekers climbed over. 
What they saw inside was 
shocking. Rare birds caged and 
stuffed birds with their 
destination tags! Then they heard 
Songbird. Precious little 
Songbird. “Quick swing into 
action..." 

But why did the BSA SLR 
Secret Seekers suspect the 
stranger? He was the thief! 








So that's it for now, friends, 
More mysteries will soon come 
wheeling your way. But until 
hen, happy cycling on your BSA 


Now # Distance Seeker and 
Brake light with every BSA SLR. 
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LOOK AT THAT 
BABY GORILLA, 
DEEPA. 


WHEN IT 


But 
[COMES TO CHILOREN 
WE PARENTS 
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Give him the magazine in the language of his choice— 
Assamese, Bengali, English, Gujarati, Hindi, Kannada, 
Malayalam, Marathi, Oriya, Sanskrit, Tamil or Telugu 

—and let him enjoy the warmth of home away from home. 
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Mazaa hi mazaa 
have fun at school, 
new Fevicryl 
Students’ Poster Colours 
are ekdam cool! 
— toh creamy, creamy 
a ee bright, 
: green, 
masti Dl 
kyon nahi Zetia 
Maar deh —_ 


Jhatpat colour bharo, 
new Fevicryi Students’ 
Poster Colours se FREE 
chalo mazaa karo! PAINT-ASPOSTER 


{Psstl Don’t worry about mummy. ‘wens to feveryt Pa oe 74ST 
Shel love the dam and your funtastic kaanl) Arter sh emony #20059. 
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ATEST OF HIS MIGHT: Ravanais furious when 
he is told about the destruction caused by a 
monkey. What upsets him more is the informa- 
tion that this monkey has had a meeting with 
Sita. He sends the mightest of his warriors, and 
word comes back that the monkey has either 
killed them or overpowered them. At last, 
Ravana sends his son, Indrajit, to capture the 
monkey. And he succeeds. The captive is 
brought before Ravana. Another exciting 
episode frem VEER HANUMAN. - - 


A FOOL AND HIS FORTUNE: Kannamma asks 
her son, Muniyan, to go and sell adress she has 
stitched. He “sells” it to the statue of a woman 
as she, according to the lazy fellow, has an 
honest face. He goes to collect the price the 
next day and comes back with a fortune. The 
mother has no confidence.in her foolish son, so 
as to leave a fortune in his hands. What's her 
solution? The lighter side of the story has an 
interesting end. 


PLUS the all-time favourites like PANCHATAN- 
TRA, ADVENTURES OF APURVA, and the 
CHANDAMAMA SUPPLEMENT. 
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SCIENCE IN 
OUR LIFE 


“Without Science there is no future for any 
society. Even with Science, unless itis controlled 
by some spiritual impulses, there is also no 
future.” 

That was Prime Minister Jawaharlal Nehru in 
his address to the Association for the Advance- 
ment of Science at the University of Ceylon, 
some thirty years ago. How true! 

One great thing about Science is that it does 
not accept anything on mere conjecture. 
Everything has to be proved beyond any doubt. 
All acceptance comes only after experiment 
which has no room for any speculation. 

This is the reason why development of 
Science and Technology has revolutionised 
human life all over the world. Agriculture, 
industry, defence, health management—in fact, 
there are very few spheres of human activity 
which have not experienced the impact of such 
development. 

However, despite its manifold benefits, 
Science has not been able to solve any of man's 
moral or spiritual problems. Society is still 
groping in the dark to find out what its future will 
be. The need, therefore, is to the make Science 
search for the ultimate Truth. 
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4 WINDOW ON THE WORLD 


HISTORY IS 
REVERSED 


The three Baltic states of Estonia, 
Latvia, and Lithuania were 
among the seven independent 
nations admitted a§ full-fledged 
members of the U.N. at the 46th 
session of its General Assembly on 
September 17 last. The other four 
were the two Koreas (South and 
North), and the two Pacific island 


nations of Micronesia and Mar-— 


shall Islands, 

























The Baltic states, got their 
membership within days of gain- 
ing their independence from the 
Soviet Union. Once part of the 


‘Russian empire, they were freed 


from the Czarist regime after the 
1917 Russian revolution, How- 
ever, soon after the Second World 
War broke out (September 1939), 
the Soviet leader, Josef Stalin, 
and the German Feuhrer, Adolf 
Hitler, came to an agreement by 
which the Soviet Union annexed 
the three states in 1940. They 
smarted under the Soviet domina- 
tion for half-a-century, marking 
their time to declare inde- 
pendence, 

Lithuania was the 
first to do so, in March 
1990, while Estonia and 
Latvia announced their 
secession from the 
Soviet Union taking 
advantage of the short- 
lived August coup two- 
and-a-half months ago 
when President Gorba- 
chev was out of power 
for70 odd hours. On his 
return to Moscow and 
resumption of power, 
the Soviet President 
declared his readiness to” 
_ accept the independence 






of the three Baltic republics. On 
September 6, the Soviet Parlia- 
ment reversed 51 years of history 
by recognising the independence 
of the three republics. 

There followed a formal appli- 
cation to the U.N. for member- 
ship, which was first approved by 
the Security Council and then by 
the General Assembly. As free 
nations enjoying self- 
determination, between 1917 and 
1940, the three were active 

~ members of the old League of 
Nations. After their admission to 
the U.N., the Latvian President, 
Mr. Anatoly Gorbunovs, 
_ remarked: “The world community 











has found the family members it 
lost during World War II.” 

The U.N. Secretary General, 
Mr. Perez de Cuellar, at the flag- 
hoisting ceremony, commented 
that the U.N. had taken a further 
importantstep towards the goal of 
universality of membership. 

The Presidents of all the three 
Baltic nations, who were present 
at the United Nations, asserted 
that they wanted to maintain 
political and economic ties with 
the Soviet Union, and called for 


‘the immediate withdrawal of 


Soviet troops from their territo- 
Ties. “We wish to be good neigh- 
bours, * they : said. 






THE JACKAL, THE WOLF, 
ANO THE RAM WANDERED. 
INTHE FOREST THE WHOLE 
DAY IN SEARGH OF FOOD, 


80, FOR THE BENEFIT OF Y WE'RE READY TO DO AN 
ALL US, [MAKE A PRO-{ THING TO SAVE OUR 
Pon ASTER 


YOU'RE A WISE GUY. NOW 
LET'S GO TO OUR MASTER, 


MY FRIEND! IF YOU OFFER 
YOUR BODY TO OUR MAS~ 





DEAR DEERGHKARNA! OUR 
‘MASTER IS STARVING. IF HE DIES. 
‘ALSO DIE OF STARVATION. 


REALLY? IT SEEMS A GOOD 
BARGAIN! I'M READY! 


OUR FRIEND DEERGH. 
KARINA IS READY TO OFFER 
HIS BODY TO YOU AS FOOD 
AND GET THE REWARD, 


MY FRIEND! YOU LOOK VERY 


BUT... BUT. MASTER WARD INE WOLF REALBED THAT HE 
SEEN FOOLED AY THE 
r 
EE TT RDN HUNGRY JACKAL AND RAN FOR HS LIFE 


THIS 18 A GODSENT 
OPPORTUNITY TO FOOL 


A wise man keeps himself away from a person he 
dislikes, from enmity to others, from other's wives, from eA 
unrighteous conduct, and from falsehood. WV 





MASTER! IT'S THE TERRIBLE 
YAMALTHE GOD OF DEATH! HE'S 
COMING FOR YOU TO AVENGE 


THAT, MY FRIEND, (S POUT NO.I'LLFACEKING PINGAL- 
ICS AND THAT'S THE WAY | AKA. HE MAY CHANGE HIS 
DO THINGS, MIND AND TREAT ME AS 


Se ee 
a weaanatees werate sett ad faerery 





THUS, TWO GOOD FRIENDS 


PLEASE LISTEN TO ME! ‘SHUT UP! YOU'VE BROUGHT 


AND TO OUR KING. YOU'RE A 
PERVERSE FOOL 


THEKINOISTOBLAMEFOR | [ris ReMINoS ME OF AN 
USTENING TO YOU AND INTERESTING STORY. 
YOUR VILE TONGUE ae 


Rarely does a mother give brith to a son—a pride of the 
three worlds—who keeps his equanimity in prosperity as 
well as adversity and who remains calm amidst a war. 








Towards Better English 


Rahul Sumant Bhadra, of Pune, went to book his berth on the Rajdhani. On 
the board at the ticket-counter, he saw the word ‘deluxe’ appended to the 
name. On the computerised ticket was written ‘de-luxe’. A doubt lurked in 
his mind: had he been booked on a different train? No. It is Rajdhani, all 
tight—a train with ‘luxurious’ compartments, much better and beautiful than 
those on ordinary trains, Anything ofa better quality than the common kind is 
generally described as ‘de luxe’ (note separate words). It denotes that such 
items are expensive, too. 


Darshana Nair, also of Pune, has learnt of the Great Wall of China from her 
text-books, that it is some 2,250 km long (it was longer, many many years 
ago) and has a height of nearly 8m, and was built of earth and stones, with a 
brick-face, to ward off invasions of Turkish and Mongol tribesmen, What 
baffled her was, when she read somewhere that somebody was mocked at 
for “counting the stones in the Great Wall"! Could anyone do that? No. If you 
were to attempt doing something impossible or without a purpose (like 
counting the waves in the ocean—Never ending), it would be Iike counting 
the stones in the Great Wall. Maybe, whoever had built it some 2,200 years 
ago must have kept an exact count of the stones that went into the length and 
breadth of the Great Wall. Let's not demolish it, even jocularly! 


Chandvaus 


RAJDHANI 
DELUXE’ _ § 








ong, long ago, in a small 


| kingdom there lived a 


| washerman. Whenever anybody 


wore clothes washed by him, it 


| looked as though they were 


donning new dresses. For, so well 
did he wash and press them! He 
was known by one and all for his 
good and honest work. No 
doubt, he prospered well. 

One day, well before the sun 
rose over the hills, there was a 
gentle knock on his door. When 
he opened it, he saw the potter 


[;svending before him. “Dear 


TALES FROM MANY LANDS (Burma? 





friend, what brings you here so} 
early in the morning?” he asked. | 

“Tomorrow the king has called 
me for some important work. But 
I've only one pair of good dress | 
that badly requires to be washed 
and pressed. Could you please do 
it for me?” said the potter. 

“I'm indeed blessed,” replied 
the washerman, “for wearing the | 
clothes washed by me when you 
go to meet the king!” p 

The potter handed over a pair | 
of blue dress, and returned home. | 


E-F-3 
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It was for the first time that he} * ! 





jwas going to wear clothes washed 
land pressed by the well-known 
\washerman. 

| But when he went back, the 
jnext day, to take his clothes, he 
ould not recognise them, They 
Ihad been blue; now they were 
|white! 

“What have you done to my 
clothes? What happened to their 
colour?” he demanded. 

“My friend, the quality of 
colour in which your clothes were 
Kiyed was very. poor. When the 
clotles—and you had dirtied 
{them rather too much — were put 
in hot water, the colour left them 
in patches. They looked funny. I 
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“had to labour very hard to | 


remove it entirely. But I’m not 
charging any extra for that,” said 
the washerman. 


| 


“Extra? It’s for me to demand | 


compensation from you, for the 
loss of my precious blue!” Said 
the potter. 

Soon they were quarrelling. 


The washerman threatened to | 


report to the king if the potter did 
not pay him his due. But he 
refused to pay and left in a huff. 

As the potter made his way to 
the palace, he heard the royal 
herald proclaim, “The king 
wants a white elephant. Who- 
soever can get it will be hand- 
somely rewarded.” 

The king asked him to make a 
special pot out of a particular 
clay. For, the queen*had been 
suddenly taken ill, and it was 
only in that pot that some herbs 
were to be crushed and the 
medicine made for her. 

“You're wearing a beautiful 
dress, as white as snow!” 
remarked the king, as the potter 
was taking his leave. 

“Yes, Your Majesty,” replied 


_ the potter with a naughty smile, 


“actually it was blue in colour but 
the washerman turned it white. 
He’s the pride of your realm, 
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| O king. He can make everything 
white. Why don’t you ask him to 
fulfil your long cherished wish to 
possess a white elephant? He can 
| wash any of your grey elephants 
white! He has the magic!” 

“Ah! Ah!” exclaimed the king. 
“Ts itso? A genius in my kingdom 
and I'm not aware of it! A white 
elephant at last! It is a good omen 
and will bring us happiness!” 

On his way home, the potter 
chuckled to himself. “Now let’s 
see how the fellow faces this 
challenge. He had the cheek to 
threaten me!” . 

The washerman was sum- 
moned to the king’s presence, “T 
hear you can make everything 
white!” asked the king. 

“IT only clean the clothes of 
your subjects to the best of my 
ability, Your, Majesty,” replied 
| the man humbly. 
| “Now I want you to wash my 
| dark grey elephant into white. 
| Mind you, if you fail, you shall be 

banished from our kingdom,” 
| ordered the king. 
| The washerman was surprised 
| at this strange command. He 
| thought for a while and easily 
| guessed that the potter must have 
| been behind this mischief. 


“Your Majesty,” he replied in 
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a measured tone, “I'm prepared | 
to carry out your desire and wash | 


the elephant by the same | 
methods I wash people’s clothes. | 
But none of the pots I have is | 
large enough to contain the } 
animal!” } 

The potter was called once | 
again and asked to make a pot 
that would hold the royal ele- 
phant. He was at his wit’s end. 
How could he ever make a pot 
large enough to hold such a 
gigantic beast? But he dare not } 


disobey the king’s order. He 


gathered his kinsmen to help him 
in his task. The entire family 
somehow managed to fashion a 


large vessel, from a huge quantity 
of clay, 

The washerman was again 
summoned to the palace. The 
elephant was led in. Potfuls of 
soap, buckets of water, and 
scrubbing brushes were kept 
ready. The king and his courtiers 
sat with curiosity in their eyes as 
the great beast was directed 
towards the huge pot. ° 

Alas, no sooner had the ele- 
phant stepped into it than the 
giant vessel broke into a hundred 


! Oh!” exclaimed the 
washerman. “We'll need a much 
stronger pot for the elephant to 
be washed white!” 


The king thereupon sent for 
the potter and scolded him. “The 
pot was too fragile for the 
purpose. Now make a stronger 
one by dawn tomorrow.” 

The potter went back looking 
as pale as a ghost. Once again he 
and his family toiled day and 
night to make a pot strong 
enough to take an elephant’s 
weight. The task was at last 
completed and the vessel was 
delivered at the palace. 

Now the elephant was made to 
step right into the pot and this 
time it did not break. Everybody 
looked with bated breath as the 
washerman poured soap and 
water into the pot and lit a fire 





underneath. “The animal has to 
be boiled tike clothes for the dirty 
grey to be washed out of its skin,” 
he explained. 

But when the water began to 
boil, the elephant grew restless. It 
trumpted and lifted his forelegs 
and brought them down with 
such ferocity that not only did the 
hot water splash on the king’s 
face but the pot broke again, its 
contents flowing in all directions. 

The potter was again asked to 
make a sturdier pot in two days 
or else lose his head. He left the 
kingdom that very day. 

“O king!” said the washerman 
with a low bow. “Allow me to 


take the royal elephant home for 


a night and on the morrow I shall 
deliver it white as cream.” 

“All right. But remember, if 
you fail, you shall be banished 
from my land,” replied the king 
rather sternly. 

When the moon shone over the 
little kingdom, and everybody 
was asleep, the washerman 
quietly led the elephant into his 
backyard. Placing a ladder 
across it, he climbed with a 
bucket in one hand and a brush in 
the other and began to whitewash 
the animal. By morning he had 
covered it with half-a-dozen 
coats.” 

The king’s joy knew no bounds 
when he saw the washerman 





leading a snow-white elephant 
into the palace. “So, you have at 
last washed the elephant white!” 
he exclaimed. 

“Yes, Your Majesty,” replied 

| the washerman with a twinkle in 

his eyes, “I’ve completely white 
washed the dark grey elephant.” 

The king in his excitement did 
not observe how the clever 
washerman had played with his 
words, He at once rewarded him 
with a thousand gold coins and a 
handsome horse. A holiday was 
declared in honour of the white 
elephant and the washerman, 
and there was much rejoicing. 

When all were thus busy 
enjoying the festive atmosphere, 
the washerman, mounted his 
horse and sneaked out of the 
kingdom. 

“At least till the next rains, no 
one will be able to find the truth 
behind the white elephant,” he 


hought as he reached the edge of 
a forest. 

Evening had set in. Tying his 
horse to the trunk of a tree, he sat 
under it and soon fell fast asleep. 
In the morning, when the sweet 
chirping of the birds woke him, 
whom do you think he saw sitting 
beside him? None other than the 
potter himself! 

“Dear friend, it’s due to your 
foolishness that you’re here 
today. I, too, have left the 
kingdom, but richer by a thou- 
sand gold coins and a beautiful 
horse. I’m going to settle down in 
the neighbouring kingdom, 
marry, and live happily.” 

As for the king, he joyfully 
lived in his dreams of good omen 
and prosperity that his white 
elephant will bring him some- 
day—but only till the next 
monsoon. 

—Retold by Anup Kishore Das 





(Apurva who is in size no bigger than a doll, but possesses the power of a giant 
combined with the goodness of a god, has saved so many people from death and 
danger. With the help of a village boy, Samir, he rescues five boys trom a gang of 
pirates. A breakaway group of pirates goes to collect some hidden treasure from an 
teland. While they lle drunk, Apurva's party leeves for the shore carrying the treasure.) 


he boat bringing the, boys 
ashore was sighted by some 
villagers, By then word was 
passed that the boys who had 
outwitted the notorious pirates 
had once again gone on a voyage 
for an unknown destination. 
“The brave Samir and _ his 
party are returning!” shouted 
those who sighted the boat, and. 


they ran to inform the villagers 
about it. 
Two miles away from the 


shore, the king had a beautiful 


orchard and a small castle amidst 
it, beside a lake. Occasionally he 
camped there for a change. It so 
happened that he was there when 
the news regarding the boys 
reached him. 





THE LAST PIRATES 





‘ 





The king had been fascinated 
by the boys, particularly Samir. 
He got onto his horse and, 
followed by his bodyguards, 
reached the seashore. The par- 
ents and kinsmen of the boys 
were already there. They greeted 
the king with due respect. 

“Any idea where the boys had 
been?” he asked a senior villager. 

“No, Your Majesty, nobody 
knows anything about it,” he 

replied. 
‘| Standing on the edge of the 
boat, and looking at the shore 
with his wonderfully sharp eyes, 
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Apurva could grasp. the The boat reached the conflu- 
situation, ence of the sea and the river. The 
CHANDAMAMA 









“Samir!” he called out. “It’s 
time I slipped away. The king is a 
good man. Tell him that the 
wealth you've brought must be 
used for the welfare of the poor 
folk.” 

Samir bowed to Apurva. 
There was no point in asking him 
how he would slip away. He was 
capable of doing the impossible. 
But Samir had wanted his guid- 
ance on certain other matters, He 
wished Apurva would not leave 
him so abruptly. 

Apurva could perhaps under- 
stand what was in Samir’s mind. 
“My friend,” he said, “tell the 
king about those unfortunate 
fellows lying on the island. Left 
like that, they might perish.” 

Apurva jumped onto the back 
of a dolphin and lay down on it, 
giving it some instructions. The 
dolphin started ‘swimming in a 
direction slightly different from 
the direction in which the boat 
itself was sailing. As Samir 
looked on, the dolphin swam at 
an extraordinary speed. Samir 
knew that on reaching the shore, 
Apurva would run and as he 
gathered speed, he would also 
become invisible. 





































waves there were mild. Some of 
the able-bodied villagers entered 
the water and helped the boys to 
get down from the boat. 

After greeting the king, Samir 
told him how they had managed 
to bring the hidden treasure. The 
king went up to the boat and saw 
casket-loads of jewellery. Never 


| before had he seen so much. He 


| 





was delighted, and at the same 
time astonished. As suggested by 
Samir, he promised to use the 
wealth for the benefit of the poor. 


| He asked Samir to prepare a plan 


for it. 
“Your Majesty, the treasure 
can be stored in your orchard 


remain well protected there.” | 
“Let it be so,” agreed the king. | 
“But what’s more urgent is, the | 
pirates stranded on the island | 
should be brought back,” said } 
Samir. 
“Do you think so? Why not} 
leave them there?” | 
“Your Majesty, they may die!”} 
“They deserve to die even if| 
they are rescued from the island. } 
They have killed and wounded so } 
many people, and ruined so| 
many families. Of course, we| 
must first capture them. Then the | 
law will take its course,” said the } 
king. 


He then passed on some | 


instructions fo one of his hody- 


H severe. 





guards. His capital was only an 
hour’s galloping away. By mid- 
day, two big boats carrying fifty 
soldiers reached the confluence. 
Samir and his friends volun- 
teered to guide the soldiers to the 
island. The treasure had by then 
been taken to the castle. So, the 
jboys and the king’s general 
boarded the pirates’ boat which 
was piloted ahead of the other 
two boats, under the guidance of 
the boys. 

They had set sail in the early 
hours of the night. It was'a 
beautiful dawn when they 
japproached the little island. 
jSamir was directing the crew as 


to where they should anchor. The | 
rocks were still some yards away. 
Suddenly a stone came flying. It 
narrowly missed the general who 
stood by Samir’s side. 

“So, the fools have decided to 


j offer resistance!” observed the | 


general. Then, raising his impres- 
sive voice to a high pitch, he 
shouted, “Listen to me, you 


| pirates, you can’t escape. You're 


five and we’re more than fifty. 
Surrender! That’s the only | 
course left for you. If you do as I 
say, your punishment may be less 
Otherwise, you're 
doomed to die, be it here or in the 
capital.” 

By then more stones came 
flying from the island. They were | 
followed by even more. 

“Shoot!” ordered the general. 
Instantly; fifty arrows flew 
towards the area of the island 
from where the stones were | 
coming. 

Suddenly, there were no more 
stones. The boats touched the 
island without any difficulty The 
general told Samir, “Now you all 
take rest on the boat. I wouldn't | 
like you and your friends to 
expose yourselves to any attack 
from the pirates. Let my men | 
confront them.” 
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The general once again called 
upon the pirates to surrender. 
But there was no response. The 
soldiers then began climbing the 
rocks. But the pirates were not to 
be seen. 

“They must be hiding in one of 
those caves!” 

The general made ten of his 
soldiers stand guard on the rocks. 
He divided the remaining forty 
into eight groups of five each and 
ordered them to search the caves. 

Samir and his friends stood on 
the boat, looking at the whole 
Operation with curiosity and 
anxiety. 

“Samir!” 


The familiar and dear voice 


surprised Samir. He looked in its. 
direction. On a small rock stood 
Apurva. 

“The pirates are hiding in the 
tunnel at the eastern end of the 
island, Ask the general not to 
waste time, but to explore the 
tunnel,” advised Apurva, before 
disappearing. 

A delighted Samir jumped on 
to the island and caught up with 
the general. 

“My boy! Didn’t I ask you to 
remain on the boat?” the general 
chided affectionately. 

“Yes, sir, you did, But I've a 
precious clue for you. The pirates 
must be hiding in the tunnel at 
the eastern end of the island. Be 











| quick!” said sami 

“How did you know?” 
| “In the same way we had found 
| the treasure and escaped from the 
| pirates!” 

The general realised that what 
| Samir was saying would not be 
| nonsense. He led two groups of 
| his soldiers to the tunnel identified 
| by Samir. On reaching its mouth, 
| he roared, “You, pirates! We've 

located you. Would you surrender 
| or would you prefer to die?” 

| “Whoever enters the tunnel 
| shall die!” roared back the chief 
| of the pirates. 

| But to their horror, the pirates 
| heard a strange voice right inside 
the cave. “If you linger here for 





Santen minute, you'll nile meet 
with bitter-death. This tunnel is 
the home of the most ferocious 
cobras known to man!” 

But what terrified the priates 
more than the cobras was the 
voice itself. Who was speaking? 
How could any human being be | 
there? It must be some spirit. The 
darkness of the tunnel now 
appeared doubly dark. 

“Let’s surrender!” said the 
chief. One by one they came out 
of the tunnel. They raised their | 
arms as they slowly advanced 
towards the general. The soldiers | 
easily tied their hands. 

(To continue) | 


|. Sante folks are re wise; and some are otherwise. 
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LEAVES FROM THE LIVES OF THE GREAT 


Long before Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru became free India’s first Prime 
Minister, he was the Municipal Chairman of Allahabad. One day, he was 
attending office when the Tax Superintendent of the Water Works 
Department called on him. Placing a sheet of paper before him, the official 
said, “Sir, here's a list of people who haven't paid the water tax before the 
due date. According to the rules, their water supply has to be disconnected. 
Shall we go ahead?” 

“Why do you have to ask me?” remarked Pandit Nehru. “The rule is clear; 
you may go by it.” 

“But, sir, some of them are very respectable citizens,” said the 
Superintendent, hesitantly. 

“So what?” Panditji almost shouted. “The rules are for everyone, and they 
have to be imposed without any discrimination,” he added firmly. 

The very next day, water supply was disconnected, and predictably there 
was a hue and cry. The persons affected included such dignitaries as the 
Chief Justice and the Inspector General of Police. Allahabad’s leading 
lawyer, Motilal Nehru, was also among the defaulters! 

Motilal protested. “The Municipality should have given notice, before 
disconnecting the supply,” he told his son. 

Jawaharlal reminded his father, politely, “It is the duty of the citizens to pay 
the taxes in time. | cannot help when the rules are clear and specific,” 

No wonder, Motilal was all praise for his son's impartiality. 
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MAHAVIRA JINA 


There was a great religious 
tradition in ancient India which 
came to be known as Jainism. 
The Master who popularised it is 
Mahavira Jina. He lived in the 
6th century B.C. 

' He was born in a royal family 
at Vaishali. He renounced the 
worldly life at the age of thirty 
and followed the path shown by 
twenty-three religious teachers 
before him. They were known as 
the Tirthankaras. Mahavira, 
whose earlier name was Vardha- 


mana, became the twenty-fourth 
Tirthankara. 

Mahavira taught how to prac- 
tise complete non-violence in life 
and how to achieve Nirvana or 
freedom from the cycle of birth 
and death. He is worshipped as a 
deity in Jain temples, his body 
shown in golden colour and in 
meditative posture. 

The other Tirthankaras, too, 
are worshipped as deities. Old 
and new Jain temples can be seen 
all over India. 
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CHILDREN IN THE NEWS 


YOUNGEST 
NOVELIST 


lf you go to a 
bookshop around 
next Christmas, look 
for the title, “The 
Diary of a Seventh 
Grader”. Someone, 
who was herself in 
the Seventh Grade 
two years ago, fin- 
ished writing the 
manuscript during 
the summer vaca- 
tion, after which her 
father prepared the 
typescript, and it is now in the hands of 
@ publisher. He has scheduled itas one 
of his Xmas releases. 

Thirteen- year-old Nayantara Noo- 
rani is now In the Ninth Grade in the 
P.E.C. High School in Karachi, She is 
very popular among children in 
Pakistan; whenever she is seen in 
public, she is mobbed for her auto- 
graph. She is currently the youngest 
author in Pakistan, having written her 
first novel when she was 11; it was 
published by the time she turned 12. 
And all this happened by sheer 
accident! 

A well-known publishing firm in 
Karachi approached her mother—an 
English teacher and writer—for a 
novel for children. Nayantara over- 
heard her mother excusing herself, 
saying she would not find time. 
Without telling anybody at home, the 





girl picked up a 
sheet of paper and 
started writing a 
story she had had in 
mind. 

Nayantara sent 
the _ half-written 
manuscript secretly 
to the publisher. The 
next day the tele- 
phone rang. It was 
the 10-year-old 
daughter of the 
8 publisher. Could 
she read the rest of the story? 
Nayantara spent the next few days in 
completing the novel and sent it 
across to the publisher. Titled “A 
Dream Come True”, ittells the story of 
a little girl who runs away from her 
step-mother, joins a circus, and is 
ultimately united with her real mother. 
Nayantara was an instant celebrity 
after the book came out. 

She tops her class, with mathemat- 
ics and physics as her favourite 
subjects, and manages to spare some 
time to pursue her writing hobby. Her 
16-year-old sister lends her ideas; 
10-year-old brother helps her with 
proof-reading; and her father acts as 
her typist. A journalist, he sometimes 
takes liberty in making changes in the 
manuscript while typing! And argu- 
ments between father and daughter 
over such changes are not infrequent. 





. Which newspaper has the largest circulation in the world? 

. For ancient Romans, owls symbolised disaster. What did bees stand for? 

. Which is the most popular song in English language? 

|. Born in Kerala, this ancient mathematician was educated in Takshashila. 
Who was he? What is he famous for? 

. Madame Bhikaiji Cama is credited with designing the Indian tricolour. A 
woman designed the American flag. Who was she? 


6. In whose honour was India’s first ever stamp on a Soviet theme? 


7. Queen Victoria of England and Peter the Great of Russia called on a great 
inventor. Who was he? What was his invention? 


. Esther Cleveland of the U.S.A. has a unique distinction. What is it? 


9, An American President remained a bachelor till the end of his term. Who 
was he? 


|. What was the highest temperature ever recorded on earth? When? Where? 





. And the lowest temperature? 


. What was the worst natural calamity ever recorded? 
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Family Get-together 


| 
Can you imagine a family of 700, and all of them living? | 
The Kosani Veedu family of Kuttichira, near Calicut in | 
Kerala, has earned an entry in the Guinness Book of | | 
Records, This ‘jumbo' family has a history dating 
back to the 18th century. The oldest member of 
this Muslim family is a 90-year-old woman, } | 
Cheriya Ayishabi, who has four children. Their 
children and relatives number another 680. 
For the last few years, all of them have 
been punctually assembling for a get- | | 
together on August 15. As no camera can | | 
catch them in a single shot, only group photos | | 
are taken, of the adult males, females, and 
children separately! The family follows a demo- 














cratic tradition of electing the head (Karnavar). The | 


> 
; 
f ‘ f  presentincumbent, Ahammad Koya (75), was unani- 
mously elected 33 years ago. || 


Tenth Planet? 


| Itlooks as though we can add one more member 
| | to the planet ‘family’ of nine. Three months ago, 
| | some British scientists revealed their having 
| | discovered a planet-sized body beyond the 
| known solar system. Itis ten times the earth 
i in size, and revolves round a parent star 
in_an orbit two-thirds the size of earth's 
) orbit around the sun. The parent star, 
} the scientists have found, is sending a 
} regular radio pulse every third second, 
at 1400 Mega Hertz frequency, which can 
be heard with the help of a powerful radio 
| telescope. If your hobby is astronomy, you 
| can locate the star, named PSR-1829-10, in 
| | the constellation of Scutum, near the Sagitta- 
| trius group. Has the planet any life? Unlikely, say 
} | the scientists. 






























(Sita Is overcome with revulsion on: a 
of doom ithe does notretum her to Rama. 
even threaten fo kill! 


Ravans's pleading to become his wife. She | him 
guarding Sita to advise advise her, They 


the demonesses, 
her. One of | Tigiuts skons Meme na ateahe ean efhareaeene 


at st the hands of Rama and of 


Lanka. Hanuman hears 


from his perch and 


decides to make his appearance to Sita, who tells him of her abduction by 


Palomas listened to Sita 
with rapt attention and tried 
to console her. “O Mother! I’m 
here at the bidding of Sri Rama. 
Allis well with him, And brother 
Lakshmana has sent his respect- 
ful regards.” 

The very mention of the two 
names so dear to her was soo- 
thing to Sita. However, she was 
beset with a misgiving: Could the 
stranger be Ravana himself, now 


disguised as a Vanara? Was he 
trying yet another trick on her? 
Hanuman saw the shadow of 
fright on Sita’s face and could 
guess what was on her mind. 
Approaching her slowly, he 
prostrated before her. Still Sita 
was not convinced that he was 
someone other than Ravana. 
With a sigh she said, “If you’re 


” Ravana in disguise, know for 


certain that your trick will fail. I 


AN INCIDENT REVEALED 








haven’t forgotten the way you 
deceived me by your disguise in 
Panchavati. If, however, you’re 
truly Sri Rama’s messenger, then 
let me hear more about him from 
Jyou.” 

All the while, Sita had also a 
|feeling that she was perhaps 
|dreaming. Hanuman did not 
| want to prolong her doubt and 
|anxiety; so he showed her the 
|ring Rama had given him. When 
|Sita held the ring on her palm, 
jher eyes welled with tears of joy. 


| Hauuman went on narrating the, 


\glory and greatness of Sri Rama. 
| He also told her all about Rama’s 
ead with Sugriva, the 


Vanaras spreading out in search 
of her, and of his own exciting | 
journey of Lanka. 

Sita now looked reassured and 
very happy. Hanuman asked her, 
“Mother, now that I’ve found 
out where you're being kept, | 
please tell me what I should do | 
next, For, [must return soon and | 
inform Sri Rama about the } 
success of my mission.” | 

Sita said, composedly, 
“Ravana has given me a year’s 
time to take a decision. Sri Rama 
will have to hurry up and come to 
my rescue before the year ends. 
In fact, even Ravana’s brother, 
Vibhishana, advised him to res- 
tore me to Sri Rama. But he 
seems to be adamant.” 

Hanuman was surprised. “Is 
that so? Can there be some wise 
men among demons, too? 
Ravana ought to have heeded the 
advice of his brother.” 

“All this I came to know from 
Trijata, daughter of Vibhi- 
shana,” said Sita. 

“Mother! If he comes to know 


that you’re here, Sri Rama would | 


lose no time in gathering an army 
of Vanaras and invading Lanka,” 
Hanuman assured her. “But, 


Mother, if you’re eager to return | 


to Sri Rama, you can get on to 
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|my shoulders and I shall carry 
jyou straight to my lord. Don’t 
jyou harbour any doubt about my 
capability to cross the ocean with 
you on my shoulders. For that. 
matter, I can even uproot this 
}whole island and throw # in front 
of Sri Rama!” 

Being a chaste woman, Sita 
would not approve of such an 
jact. “No, I won’t go with you. It’s 
for my husband to come here and 
take me back. I should not even 
touch another person,” said Sita 
Devi. “Hanuman! It was won- 
derful of you to have leapt across 
the ocean and entered Lanka, 
|crossing all hurdles on the way, 
but how can you repeat the feat 
|with someone sitting on your 
shoulders?” Sita smiled. 

Hanuman said, “Mother, per- 
haps you’ve no idea of my 
strength and power. Just watch 
me!” He then stepped back and 
began enlarging his body. Sita 
was amazed to find Hanuman 
going up to the height of a small 
jmountain. She now could believe 
his words that he was capable of 
juprooting the whole of Lanka. 
| Hanuman soon resumed his 
Jusual size and once again stood 
Jbefore Sita with bowed head. 
\*Have you any more doubt left. 











Mother?” asked Hanuman very 
humbly. “I suggest, let’s hurry to 
meet Rama and Lakshmana and 
gladden their hearts.” 
“Hanuman! I’ve no doubt | 
about your capability,” said Sita 
Devi, and went onto remind him, 
“but if I escape with you, the 
mission Sri Rama is to accom- 
plish will not be fulfilled. Ravana | 
had kidnapped me; if Rama, too, 
were to take me back by stealth 
with the help of a messenger, 
wouldn’t that affect his’ great- 
ness, his prestige? The arrogant 
demons must be taught a lesson. 
Besides, it might be risky for me | 


to go with you. When youriseto | 
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the sky, I might get frightened 
and fall down. If some demons 
follow you, you might have to 
fight them, and you would find it 
difficult to protect me and fight 
with them at the same time. Your 
duty is clear: you must go and 
inform everything to Sri Rama. 
Let my husband come and take 
me with him. Tell him that I shall 
be anxiously awaiting his trium- 
phant arrival.” 

Hanuman now felt that Sita 
was absolutely right. “Mother, 
let it be as you wish. But give me 
something that would convince: 
Sri Rama that I’ve really met 
you.” 
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Sita thought for a while and 
then said, “Hanuman, I don’t 
have anything I can give you like 
that. I shall, however, narrate an 
incident and he'll know that 
you've heard it from me.” 

“One day we both were resting 
on the banks of Ganga. Rama 
had placed his head on my lap 
and was asleep. Suddenly, a crow 
came flying and pecked at me and 
I began bleeding. A drop of 
blood fell on his face and he woke 
up. Furious at the sight, he 
plucked a blade of grass, chanted 
a mantra, charged it with occult 
power, and shot it like an arrow 
at the crow. The arrow went after 
the crow, which was actually the 
son of Lord Indra. Nobody gave 
him a refuge. Ultimately, the 
crow had to come back to Rama, 
seeking his pardon and protec- 
tion, Since the arrow had to 
discharge the commands con- 
tained in the mantra, the crow 
had to sacrifice its right eye for 
the sake of its life. This fact is 
known only to Sri Rama and me. 
So, if you were to narrate this to 
him, he will be convinced that 
you did meet me.” 

“Mother! I shall do as you bid. 
You can imagine how much 
sorrow Sri Rama might be suffer- 
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jing now. I undertook this hazar- 
dous journey only to give him 
solace and happiness. I shall 
request him to invade Lanka as 
soon as possible. I’m sure he'll 
destroy Ravana and rescue you,” 
said Hanuman confidently. 
“Hanuman! Go back and con- 
vey my respectful feelings to my 
husband, Rama. How can I 
forget Lakshmana who sacrificed 
all his comforts in order to serve 
his brother? Give him my good 
wishes,” said Sita with affection. 
She then untied from her sari a 
small piece of ornament that she 
once used to wear on her hair. 
“Hand this over to Rama. It will 
jremind him of the happy days I 





"spent in the palace at Ayodhya.” 





Hanuman took the ornament | 
from Sita with reverence. He | 
then went round Sita thrice with | 


bowed head and stood before her 
with folded hands. 

“Now everything depends on 
you all, Hanuman,” said Sita 
with a sigh. “I shall be anxiously 
awaiting the day when my tor- 
ment and torture will end.” 

“T shall get back to Sri Rama 
and tell him everything. Don’t 
despair, Mother!” 
Hanuman. “Sri Rama will reach 
Lanka soon with the Vanara 
army of Sugriva. Nobody will be 
able to vanquish Rama, Please 
have faith.” 


assured | 





and trees. He had not gone far | 
when a thought struck him. 
“Should I leave the place before 
testing the strength of the dem- 

ons? How can I engage them ina | 
fight?” 

As he was walking, he came 
upon the lovely garden full of 
Asoka trees. The way it had been 
tended assured Hanuman that | 
the garden must be a favourite 
haunt of Ravana. The Vanara 
hero thought that the demons 
might be provoked if he were to 
destroy the garden, and they | 
might come to fight with him. 

Hanuman began uprooting the 

A doubt still lurked in Sita’s trees and other plants and throw- 
mind. “You’ve exceptional ing them hither and thither. He 
strength, Hanuman, and you did not spare even the beautiful } 
were able to cross the ocean. But fountains and cottages meant for | 
will Rama, Lakshmana, Sugriva, amusement. The birds which had | 
and others be able to do the their homes in the garden tittered 
same?” and flew away. Inno time was the | 

Hanuman smiled, “Mother, garden reduced to ruins. 
you've nothing to worry on that He went and stood at the | 
score. Amongst us Vanaras, entrance to the garden in wait for 
there are heroes who possess the demons. The sound of falling 
greater power and valour than I. trees and pillars and the shrill 
Everything will turn out all right. cries of the birds soon alerted the | 
Now, please bless me and let me demonesses staying around the | 
go.” * Asoka garden. They rushed to 

Sita blessed him and remained find a huge monkey guarding | 
straining her eyes till Hanuman what was once a garden. 

Gisappeared among the bushes The demonesses went and | 
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asked Sita, “Who’s this strange 
creature? How did he make his 
way? He would not have come 
here without your knowledge.” 

Sita said quite calmly, “How 
do I know? Maybe he’s some 
demon in disguise ‘as is their 
wont. I’m scared even to look at 
him!” 

The demonesses now won- 
dered what he might do to them. 
They fled from the place and 
some of them rushed into Rava- 
na’s chambers with a terrified 
look. 

They told him, voice choked, 


“O king! There’s a strange, fear- 
some creature destroying. the 
Asoka garden. He looks like 
ahuge monkey. He has uprooted 
all the trees except the one 
beneath which Sita sits. Some 
time ago, we saw him talking to 
her: We asked her, but she 
declines to say who he is. He 
might have been sent by Rama. 
Look at his audacity! He met 
Sita without.your permission. 
You must capture him and pun- 
ish him, before he creates more 
havoc to Lanka.” 

(To continue) 


Itis foolish to carry timber to the wood. 


Aused plough shines; standing water stinks. 


Rather an egg today than a hen tomorrow. 





[D)ratap Singh was a farmer. 

He owned a piece of land, 
where he cultivated wheat. He 
toiled on the farm so much that 
he always got a good yield. He 
kept a part of the crop for 
himself and family, and wha- 
tever he had in excess was 
| usually taken to the market and 
sold. 

He invariably visited the 
market once a month, when -he, 
| would take his horse-cart out, so 
| that his wife and two children 
|could also go with him. They 
| used to wait for this day eagerly 











and enjoyed the outing very 
much—not so much for the | 
goodies that he bought for them, | 
but more for the ride to the city. | 

Pratap Singh was fond of his | 
dark brown horse, Bahadur. As | 
his son and daughter were too | 
young to ride on the horse | 
themselves, the next best thing | 
for them was this long drive to | 
the city, when they would take | 
hold of the reins by turns and | 
coax the horse to run fast. But | 
Bahadur would never oblige | 
them, lest the horse, the cart, and | 


its passengers were involved in | 


po 


oy 


















bonds came that way, walking. 
They saw the farmer fast asleep. 
They also saw the horse simply 
tethered and unattended. They | 
decided to steal the animal. But | 
one of them had a doubt. “It | 
| 
| 


looks as though he, too, is headed 
for the city. When he misses the 
horse, he'll certainly report the 
theft to the police, and we may be 
caught while selling the horse,” 

His companion pondered for 
some time and then said, “Just 
leave everything to me, You take 
the horse to the city and sell him 
as fast as you can. Meanwhile, I 

= shall take the place of the horse. 

jany mishap. Nevertheless the Here, you give me a hand to 
\children took joy in prompting unbridle him,” he added 
lhim, sometimes even provoking confidently. 
|him with the whip. “What’ll you tell the farmer 

One day, Pratap Singh had when he wakes up?” asked the 
jsome urgent work in the city and other fellow. 
lhe decided to ride on Bahadur “I've a plan,” said the first 
without the cart. He rode fast, man. “Don’t worry. Let’s not 
jbut it was a hot summer’s day, waste a moment!” 
and he soon felt tired. He also The two thieves acted fast, but 
on to give Bahadur arest. As_ silently. One of them untied the 
soon as he saw a huge shady tree horse, while the other removed 
by the side of the country road, the bridle from the horse, noise- | 
{he got down from the horse, tied lessly. The other fellow led away | 
jt to the tree, and himself lay - the horse on foot, as without the , 
\down for a short nap. But soon bridle, he was unable to ride on 
|he was sound asleep. the horse. By the time he and the 

A little while later, two yaga- horse were out of sight, the | 
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vagabond who remained there 
managed to slip the bridle over 
his head and stood on his fours 
grandfather-like, ready to play 
‘horse’ with his grandchildren! 
~| Soon the farmer woke up. He 
turned on one side to see what 
Bahadur was doing. He rubbed 
his eyes: where’s the horse? He 
turned on the other side and saw 
a man on his fours wearing 
Bahadur’s bridle. Horror of 
‘\horrors! The human horse was 
speaking! : 
“Have no fear, my master,” 
_|said the thief, who had the bridle 
on and was tied to the tree, 
“Eh! Eh! Who are you?” stut- 
tered Pratap Singh, bewildered. 


“J was your horse for several | 
years,” said the thief, sighs 
interjecting his speech, “but 
before that I was a man, as I am 
now, once again. I’m ashamed to 
tell you, but because of my evil 
ways, god condemned me to lead 
the life of a horse, as a penance.” 

“That's terrible,” said Pratap 
Singh, pityingly. After all, 
Bahadur had been a hard- 
working, loyal animal and he had 
grown a liking for him. “But 
what awful things did you do to 
anger the Almighty to change 
you into an animal?” he was 
curious to know. 

“I was once a holy priest,” 
narrated the man, still on his 





| fours. “But my heart was not 
| pure. I was given to drinks and 
| gambling. I robbed the poor of 
whatever little money they had, 
| and I had scant respect for 
| women.” 
| “Little wonder the Lord con- 
}demned you, Bahadur,” 
| remarked Pratap Singh. “You 
really deserved the punishment.” 
“Yes, but god has forgiven me 
| for my sins,” said the thief in a 
reassuring tone. “You've been so 
| kind to me, my master. I’m sure 
| you, too, will pardon me.” 
| “Ofcourse,” agreed the farmer, 
| unmindful of the loss of a horse 
he might have to bear. After all, a 
human being could not substitute 
| for a horse. “Yes, I give you your 
| freedom. You may go.” 
The thief now stood upright, 
| handed the bridle to Pratap 
| Singh, thanked him profusely, 
| and left the place i ina a hurry. He 


soon joined his companion fend 
was happy to be told that the} 
horse had been sold for a} 
bargain. | 

Meanwhile, Pratap Singh} 
trudged his way, carrying the 
heavy bridle in one hand. On| 
reaching the city, he searched for 
a stable where he could buy a| 
horse. The owner took him inside | 
and showed him his horses, 
among which was a brown} 
animal. “He’s a handsome steed. 
I got him only today.” 

Pratap Singh had no difficulty | 
in recognising the horse. But he | 
was surprised. “Bahadur!” he| 
exclaimed. “So, you were up to | 
your mischiefs again! And a0 
soon!” 

But the farmer did not forsake 
his fayourite horse. He paid the | 
pricé mentioned by the stable | 
owner, strapped the bridle on to} 
Bahadur, and tode away. 








WORLD OF NATURE 


| That herbivorous animal peculiar to 
/ | Australia, the kangaroo has short 
| forelimbs and rather long hind-legs, 
enabling them to take giant leaps. The 
largest species among them will have 
! a head the size of the sheep's, and 
may stretch up to a height of 7 feet 
(213m). There are smaller-sized 
| kangaroos too, the smallest of them 
not bigger than a rabbit. 





Crocodile tears 


When a man kills and eats another 
man, he is called a cannibal. Animals 
seldom come under that category— 
except, of course, crocodiles. When 
they do, can we expect them to shed 
tears? Crocodile tears are not real 
tears; they are only glandular excre- 
tions that help them to expel excess 
salt from their eyes. 








Snake’ 's ‘ears’ 


Ever watched a snake-charmer any 
time? That the snake dances to his 
tunes is a myth. If he were to hold his 
pipe still, the snake would not dance | 
at all. It would only sway to the clever 
swaying of the pipe by the charmer. 
The truth is, the spake does not have 
ears. But its torigue can pick up sound 
vibrations. We can thus say, the snake 

| hears’ with its tongue! 

















I Rae t e was the King 
of Kantapura. He was 
broad-minded, caring for the 
welfare of his subjects. He used to 
go round the kingdom incognito, 
so as to understand the people’s 
problems and find a solution to 
every one of them. 

In fact, he was only following 
the practice prevailing among 
rulers in those days. All of them 
had a sense of responsibility, 
and this was one method by 
which they could ensure that the 
people experienced no difficul- 
ties in life. Moreover, such 
wanderings in disguise helped 
them detect antisocial elements 
and their movements and activi- 
ties and take action at the 
appropriate time. Thieves and 
murderers did not dare come 
out in the open, nbr could they 
attempt anything covertly 
because the rulers would have 
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COT 


taken all precautions. This 
put the ministers and other 
officials always on their alert, 
lest they were found wanting at 
any time. Small wonder, then, 
the rulers were popular with the 
people. 

Kamalasimhan was out one 
night dressed like a common 
man. He was roaming in the 
mountainous region of his king- 
dom, when suddenly he came to a 
dead-end in the valley. He was 
wondering which way he should 
go when there came a giant of a 
man, tall, hefty and strong. He 
was clad in silks and carried a 
heavy lathi. He appeared to be a 
respectable person, though fear- 
some to look at. 

“Who’re you?” the man asked 
Kamalasimhan, who was looking 
like a commoner. “You look 
tired. You must have been walk- 
ing for a long time. You can’t 



















proceed further; the path ends 
| here. I suggest, you come home 
| with me, eat a sumptuous meal, 
| and rest till tomorrow morning. 
Shall I add, a comfortable cot 
awaits you at my home? You 
{can return to your village 
| tomorrow.” 
| The king was really taken by 
the man’s cordial invitation. 
How could he refuse it? So, he 
| agreed to go with him, and the 
two started walking. They had 
gone only a short distance when 
they heard footsteps coming in 
their direction. “Stay back,” the 
man said, “let me go and find out 
what’s happening.” 

They were a group of traders, 
| returning from the city. “Whe- 
| re’re you going in the dead of 
| night?” asked the man. “I sug- 
| gest you all come home with me 
} and take rest till morning. It 
| may not be safe to travel in the 
| night.” 
| While the traders were talking 
|to him, Kamalasimhan spent 
| time walking up and down when 

he saw an old man straining 
himself to heave a bundle of 
| firewood on to his head. He 
| helped him tie the load into two, 
| so that he could carry them on 
both his shoulders. During their 
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conversation, Kamalasimhan 
told.him of the invitation that he 
had accepted. 

“So, you too have fallen for his 
honeyed words!” the old man 
exclaimed. “You don’t know 
him. He’s more cruel than even a 
demon. He’s a real trickster. That 
cot of his is a magical one. Don’t 
sleep on it even if you go with 
him,” he cautioned Kamala- 
simhan, 

“Everything appears very 
strange,” said Kamalasimhan. 
“Please tell me more about 
him.” 

The old man then narrated the 
story of Vakrahetu. The name 
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fitted him as there was a 
crooked twist to everything 
about him. He had become 
cruel, because he was crazy 
about finding an easy method to 
produce gold. Towards that, he 
started worshipping the god- 
dess of the demons. It was She 
who gave him that cot, asking 
him to sacrifice whoever could 
lie on the cot properly without 
touching the two ends, so as to 
propitiate Her. 

Vakrahetu took the cot home 
and built a palatial house for it. 
He would wait outside and 
whenever anybody came, he 


would invite them to his house. If 
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he found the person was short for | 
the cot, he would tease him, and | 
if he were to find the person too | 
long for the cot, he would cut the 
limbs and inflict other injuries, 
too. Vakrahetu could not find 
anyone to fit the cot, except of | 
course ‘he himself, said the old 
man with a sigh. | 
Kamalasimhan was full of pity 
for him. “Why didn’t he then | 
sacrifice you to the goddess?” he 
asked, full of curiosity. | 
“How I escaped is another 
story,” said the old man. “One 
day I came this way, just as you | 
did. He accosted me and took | 
me home. After a meal, he 
showed me the cot and asked me 
to rest on it. It was too short for 
me and I had to draw my legs. It 
was uncomfortable. After some | 
time, I changed sides and lo and 
behold! I could now stretch my 
legs fully. Immediately I knew it 
was a magic cot. I couldn’t get 
any sleep, but I pretended to be 
asleep. A while later, Vakrahetu 
peeped into the room. He must 
have been overjoyed because, 
from the next day onwards, he 
showed a special regard and 
respect for me, persuaded me to | 
stay with him,:and fed me very | 
well. I managed to find all 










































about his motive and was very 
guarded. 

“The night before the sacri- 
fice, he came in to find out 
whether I was lying down prop- 
erly on the cot. As I had become 
wise of him, I had once again 
changed sides and was lying 
down legs drawn! He was natu- 
rally stupefied. Evidently, he 
had brought the cot in a hurry 
before the goddess could tell 
him of its magical powers of 
which, I knew, he was not 
aware, He began questioning 
me, but I professed ignorance. 
He tried every method to 
extract the secret from me. 
'| When he knew he had failed, he 
turned against me and started 
abusing me, mentally and phys- 
ically. He’s now treating me like 
a slave.and I've to do all chores 
for him, like cleaning the house, 
washing his clothes, and collect- 
ing firewood from the forest. He 
has not given me my freedom in 
the hope that one day I may give 
out the secret. Meanwhile, he’s 
continuing his search for some- 
one who would fit the cot.” 

King Kamalasimhan realised 
that he had come upon valuable 
information which he could 
make use of for bringing great 
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relief to unwary travellers com- 
ing that way. By then, Vakrahetu 
had led the traders to where 
Kamalasimhan was waiting and 
they all started for Vakrahetu’s 
house. Without his master notic- 
ing it, the old man managed to 
whisper something into Kamala- 
simhan’s ears. 

After they reached Vakrahe- 
tu’s abode, he offered the cot to 
Kamalasimhan, who excused 
himself saying he was not used 
to sleeping on cots. However, 
Vakrahetu insisted that he 
should not be sleeping on the 
floor. Kamalasimhan then man- 
aged to keep the pillow at the 
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foot of the cot and Vakrahetu 
was overjoyed to find that his 
guest just fitted the cot. He 
neglected his other guests. 

The next morning he requested 
Kamalasimhan to extend his stay 
there for some more days and he 
accepted the invitation, reluc- 
tantly though. 

Kamalasimhan would meet 
the old man outside the house 
every day and they conspired 
how to tackle Vakrahetu. One 
day, they managed to mix a 
potion in his food, and when he 
fell unconscious, they placed him 
on the cot from the wrong side. 
They then carried the cot to the 
temple and were about to sacri- 
fice him to the goddess when She 
appeared before them, “Ledve 
him alone,” She said, “he’s my 
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powers I had already given him 
and turn him into an ordinary 
person. But, I’m pleased with 
you,” She said to Kamalasim- 
han. “I shall give you the secret of 
producing gold. You can use it 
for the welfare of your subjects.” 
After giving him the mantra, the 
goddess disappeared. 

The king took the old man 
along with him and made him an 
attendant in the palace. He 
converted the palatial house of 
Vakrahetu into a resting-place 
for weary travellers. 

Poor Vakrahetu! When he 
woke up from his slumber, he 
found everybody gone. The cot, 
too. He went out and roamed the 
forest aimlessly. He now regret- 
ted how he was crooked in 
thought and action.. But there 


devotee. I shall take away the was no retribution for him. 
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THE FASTEST SPRINT 
Minutes before he | 
went for the line- 
up for the 100m 
race at the World 
Athletic Cham- 
pionships in 
Tokyo late Jast 
August, Carl 
Lewis (U.S.A.) 
woke up from a 
nap and told his 
listeners he was 
going to set a 
world record, At 
the end of the 
race, he had 
created a stun- 
ning world record 
of 9.86 seconds. A 5 

dream come true? The Candin 
athlete, Ben Johnson, whose world 
record of 9.79 sec. (9.73 sec. in heats) 
at the Seoul Olympics in 1988 was 
erased after a drug disgrace, watched 
from the stands Carl Lewis take off at - 
the signal and had, it appears, 
uncannily predicted his exact tim- 
ings! The Seoul record of 9.92 sec. 
stood in Lewis's name since 1988, till 
Leroy Burrel (see Chandamama, 
August 1991) clipped .02 sec. to win 
the gold medal at the U.S. Champion- 
ships in June this year. In Tokyo, 
Burrel (9.88 sec.) finished second and 
Dennis Mitchell (9.91 sec.) came third, 
to make it an all American sweep. The 
U.S. Relay team, with Carl Lewis as 
the anchor man, ran the 4 x 100m in 
Tokyo in a world record time of 
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37.50 sec. Besides these two world 
records, Lewis has to his credit 6 
Olympic and ‘9 World Championships 
gold medals and he is the only athlete 
after Jesse Owens (U.S.A.) to win four 
golds in a single Olympic Games 
(Berlin, 1936). 



















RICHEST AMONG THEM ALL 


The business magazine Forbes has 
placed the world heavyweight cham- 
pion, Evander Holyfield, as the richest 
‘Sportsman of 1991. His gross earnings 
for the year is expected to cross the 60 
million dollars mark after his scheduled 
fight with former champion Mike Tyson 
in November. Tyson himself features as 
second, with an expected $ 31.5 million 
income. Forbes expects the basketball 
superstar, Michael Jordan ($ 16 mil- 
lion), and pugilists George Foreman ($ 
14 million) and Donovan Ruddock th 




























million) to take the third, fourth, and fi 
among the first ten places. The 1 
place goes to tennis star Monica Seles 
(8 million), while Stefan Edberg ($ 7.5 
million) tops male tennis players, in the 
14th place. 




























WHO FOOLED WHOM? 


Oncea EGodS ~Cutter was busy in the forest right from morning. By noon he 
was very tired and went to the nearby rivulet to quench his thirst. As he was 
returning, he saw something glistening in the sand and picked it up. He held 
it between his fingers, turning it this way and that. 

While he was thus examining it, a merohant came that way and saw the 
twinkling little thing in the wood-cutter's palm. “Why are you holding a 
broken piece of glass in your hand?" he asked the wood-cutter. ‘Never 
mind, you give it to me, | shall give you ten rupees.” 

The wood-cutter thought: ‘If he’s willing to give ten rupees for this, there 
must be something unique aboutit.’ He then said aloud, “If you offer a better 


price, | shall consider it.” 
A bargaining started. The merchant raised the amount first to fifteen 


rupees, then twenty. The wood-cutter shook his head, dissatisfied. “1 don’t 
value it more than twenty-five rupees,” said the merchant reluctantly.” You 
may make up your mind by the time | go to tlie neighbouring village and 


come back.” 

As he walked to tne village, the merchant confidently thought, “Who's 
going to offer more than that for a worthless piece of glass?” So, he did not 
hurry to get back to the forest, but took his own time to make the return 
journey. It was almost dusk by the time he reached the wood-cutter. “Well, 
what have you decided?” 

“Oh! | sold it for a hundred rupees,” said the wood-cutter coolly. 


“You're a fool! It was a diamond, and it would have fetched at least five 
thousand rupees,” said the merchant. 

“Hal Hal Ha!” The wood-cutter could not control his laughter. "Tell me, 
who's a real fool? | wanted to find its true worth, that’s why I told you | had 
already sold it. Now, if you're keen to buy it, you've to give me nothing less 
than ten thousand rupees!” 


The merchant looked down on the ground, lest his face revealed the 
shame he felt. 










































New Tales of King Vikram 
and the Vampire 


>)\ ark was the night and weird 
\-/the atmosphere. It rained 
from time to time. Gusts of wind 
shook the trees, Between thun- 
derclaps and the moaning of 
jackals could be heard the eerie 
laughter of spirits. Flashes of 
lightning revealed fearsome 
faces. 

But King Vikramaditya did 
not swerve a bit. He climbed the 
ancient tree once again and 
brought down the corpse. How- 
ever, as soon as he began-crossing 
the desolate. cremation ground 
with the corpse lying on his 
shoulder, the vampire that pos- 
sessed the corpse spoke: “O king, 
you seem to be making untiring 
efforts and without respite so as 
to achieve something. Tell me, 
why should you put yourself to 
such strain and discomfort in the 
dead of night? Agreed, you wish 
to do good, to others. But some- 
times it may lead to trouble. 
That’s what happened to King 


Indrasen. Listen.” The vampire 
then narrated his story. 

Indrasen was the King of 
Manthara. He was a noble ruler 
and wished to avoid enmity with 
his neighbours. So much so, 
there was peace in the kingdom 
and his subjects led a smooth life. 
He never thought of enlarging his 
kingdom by going to war and 
annexing another kingdom. He 
maintained cordial relations with 
the other kings. 

Neighbouring Makarantha 
was then ruled by Veerasimhan. , 
The two kingdoms were inimical 
to each other for generations and 
Indrasen very much wanted to 
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end this state of affairs. He, 
therefore, sent a peace messenger 
to Veerasimhan. But he was not 
amenable to any improvement in 
their relationship. “We two 
kingdoms have been unfriendly 
to each other since long, long 
ago. Why should there be any 
change after so many years of 
enmity?” He sent back the mes- 
senger without a proper reply or 
response. 

Indarasen was very unhappy. 
He was sad that despite the 
initiative taken by him, Veera- 
simhan still wanted to be in a 
state of war with his neighbour. 
Years passed. On the death of 
Veerasimhan, his son Kumara- 
simhan became the ruler of 
Makarantha. Unlike his father, 
he was a lover of peace. He was 
aware of the peace overtures 
from Indrasen when his father 
was king. He thought, if he were 
to marry Indrasen’s daughter, 
Manohari, the two kingdoms 
would forget their old enmity and 
become friends for ever. Accord- 
ingly, he sent a message to 
Indrasen. 

Indrasen’s joy knew no 
bounds. He lauded Kumarasim- 
han’s intentions and concluded 
that he might be a suitable match 































































for Manohari. However, Indta- 
sen’s son, Prince Dhirasen, held a 
different view. To accept some- 
one from a family inimical for 
several years for an alliance 
would be nothing short of an 
insult. However, he did not speak 
out to his father. Some of the 
ministers of Manthara were 
aware of the divergence of views 
between father and son and 
decided to put.it to good use for 
their own gain. A few of them, 


secretly went to him and 
applauded his stand. They told 
him that Kumarasimhan had 
proposed marriage to Manohari 
with the sole intention of merging 
the two kingdoms and becoming 
the ruler himself. He did not want 
a war at that moment. Hence the 
negotiations for peace, they 
interpreted for the sake of Prince 
Dhirasen, and suggested that the 
best strategy for him would be to 
imprison his father and assume 
power himself. 

' Dhirasen did not waste a 
moment. He promptly put his 
father behind bars and declared 
himself the King of Manthara. 
Indrasen did not protest or react. 
Instead, he prayed to god that 
wisdom might dawn on his son. 





quite close to the royal family,. 
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He soon understood who were 
his son’s advisers, and spent a 
quiet time in prison. 

Immediately after ascending 
the throne, Dhirasen sent a 
message to Kumarasimhan, 
questioning his motives in prop- 
osing marriage to his sister. He 
accused the young ruler of Maka- 
rantha of evil designs to annex 
Manthara. He categorically 
stated that he would not agree to 
Manohari’s marriage to Kumar- 
asimhan. He even threatened him 
with action to retrieve his 
prestige. 

_When he read Dhirasen’s mes- 
sage, Kumarasimhan really felt 
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ay 


.| hurt, He was sad that his efforts 
to forge friendship with Man- 
thara had been fructified. He was 
almost sure that Dhirasen would 
soon come to attack him. He 
decided to engage him in a fight, 
defeat him, release Indrasen from 
prison, and make him King of 
Manthara again. 

Meanwhile, the people of 
Manthara were agitated when 
they heard that their affectionate 
king had been imprisoned. They 
were up in arms against Dhir- 
asen, led by a young rebel called 
Simhanathan. He organised fre- 
quent skirmishes with the soldi- 
_jers of Dhirasen throughout the 
“| kingdom. The internal distur- 


bances prompted Dhirasen to 
forget Kumarasimhan for the 
time being, and he thought he 
would first get rid of Simha- 
nathan. 

However much he tried, Dhir- 
asen could not catch hold of 
Simhanathan. Kumarasimhan 
took advantage of the disturbed 
conditions in Manthara and led 
his army against Dhirasen, who 
then realised that he was between 
the devil and the deep sea. The 
wily ministers, who had suc- 
ceeded in pitting Dhirasen 
against his father, now conspired 
among themselves to choose one 
of them as the next king himself. 

Kumarasimhan did not en- 





counter much resistance from the 
army of Manthara, ‘as many of 
the soldiers favoured the return 
of Indrasen as their ruler, and so 
they mostly fought among them- 
selves, Dhirasen was in no time 
defeated: He was sent to prison, 
from where Indrasen was 
released and brought back to the 
palace as king. He embraced 
Kumarasimhan. “I’ve no words 
to thank you, ” he told the ruler of 
Makarantha. : 
Kumarasimhan caught hold of 
Indrasen’s hands and said, “The 
age-long enmity between our 
kingdoms is now a thing of the 
past. May I remind you-of my 
proposal and assure you that I 


still wish to marry your daugh- 
ter? Please accept me as your 
future son-in-law.” 

Indrasen was happy that there 
was no animosity left in Kumara- 


simhan. “I’ve no objection. to |. 


giving Manohari in marriage to 
you. However, isn’t it only 
proper that we ascertained her 
wishes, too? I hope she'll agree, 
though I haven’t yet told her of 
your proposal.” : 

The king went to Manohari’s 
apartments and informed her of 
Kumarasimhan’s desire. She 
pondered for a while and said, 
“Father, I shall not hold back 
what I’ve in mind, When Dhir- 
asen imprisoned you and made 
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| himself king, it was Simhanathan 
| who inspired the people to rise in 
revolt and fought with my cruel 
| brother in utter disregard of his 
| life. I wish to take him as my 
| husband, However, I’ve an 
| apprehension—whether Kumar- 
| asimhan won't retaliate when he 
comes to know of my decision.” 
Indrasen was taken by sur- 
| prise. Yet, he soon composed 
| himself and said, reassuringly, 
|“Don’t have any such fear, my 
| child. I shall abide by your wish 
|and give your hand only to 
Simhanathan.” 
Indrasen went back to Kumar- 
| asimhan and revealed his daugh- 





ter’s wish to him. He not only 
appreciated Manohari’s views, 
but himself made all arrange- 
ments for her wedding with | 
Simhanathan. He then bade | 
farewell of Indrasen and returned 
to Makarantha, happy and 
contented, : 

The vampire concluded the} 
story there and posed. these: 
questions to King Vikramaditya: 
“Thought he was victorious, | 
Kumarasimhan did not annex 
Manthara to his kingdom. He 
was not able to marry Manohari 
as he had earlier wished. Was he | 
right in handing back Manthara | 
to Indrasen? Did Indrasen do the 
right thing in making a rebel his 
son-in-law? If you know the 
answers to these questions, do 
tell me, otherwise I warn you, | 
your head will be blown into 
pieces!” | 

The king did not have to think 
long for the answers. He said, | 
“Both Indrasen and Kumarasim- | 
han were not only rulers but 
statesmen. Both wished to end 
the long-standing enmity 
between the two kingdoms. 
Kumarasimhan had considered 
his marriage with Manohari as | 
just a means to an end, not the | 
end in itself. He achieved his | 
: | 


objective when he defeated Dhir- 
asen, and gave back the kingdom 
to Indrasen. When he knew that 
Manohari wished to marry some- 
one else, he did not insist on 
making her his wife. If he had, 
she would have resented and 
their life would not have been 
smooth and peaceful. That’s why 
he took the initiative to get her 
married to Simhanathan. And 
Indrasen was willing to accept 















Raju : I've lost my job. 
Ramu: Why? What happened? 


| didn't like. 
Ramu: Really? 


| job. 
Es 


Raju :!was told to do something that 


Raju ;:! was asked to look for another 


him as his son-in-law as the 
young man had even risked his 
life to achieve his aim. The king |- 
was convinced that Simhanathan 
would be a suitable husband for 
his daughter and son-in-law for 
him.” on : 

The vampire knew that Vikra- 
maditya had outsmarted him 
again, gave him the slip; and flew 
back to the ancient tree, taking 
the corpse along with him. 








Which is the oldest city of the world? 
P.S, Udai, Burnpur 
The ruined Egyptian city of Memphis by the side of the Nile, 19 km south of 
Cairo, was the earliest capital of a united Egypt, under King Menes, about 
3200 B.C. Still surviving is the step pyramid built for King Zoser by Imhotep, 
architect and physician, about 2800 B.C., which is perhaps the world’s 
aldest stone building. 
What is the height of Eiffel Tower? How does it compare with Qutb Minar? 
—R. Ananth, Santosapuram 
The Eiffel Tower is 1,050 ft tall; the height of Qutb Minar is only 234 ft. 
What is the difference between quagmire and quicksand? 
—Satish Agrawal, Cuttack 
Quagmire is wet, boggy ground that yields under the feet Whereas 
quicksand is a loose watery sand, ready to swallow those who walk on it. 
You may at most entangle yourself in a quagmire and succeed in escaping, 
but it is very difficult to extricate oneself from quicksand. 
What are armadillos? 
—Rakesh R. Rao, Bombay 


The armadillo is an animal which has an armour of bony plates on its back. 
They are seen mostly in Texas and range in size between S.inches and 4.5 ft 
long. They can roll into an armoured ball if attacked. They feed on fruits and 
insects. 

What are the flightless birds of the Antarctica? 


—Lakshmi Raman, Madras 
They are called penguins. They are marine birds, usually black and white in 
colour, and have thick feathers to protect them from the intense cold. They 
are between 1.6 ft and 4 ft tall. They look awkward when they walk on land; 
however, their wings have over the years evolved into flippers, enabling 
them to swim fast. They congregate to breed in what are called “rookeries” 








Narayanan was a very pious man. He regularly visited temples, offered 
worship there, and whenever an occasion came his way, he would address 
thé gatherings at temples on religious topics. 

Azhakan of the same village was an atheist. He never believed in god and 
tried to dissuade people from spending their-time in temples and listening to 
religious discourses. He never approved of the way Narayanan went about 
teaching religion to the villagers. Naturally, they disliked each other—a fact 
known all over the village. 

Once Narayanan took seriously ill. His condition deteriorated day by day, 
and people feared that his end might come soon. Many friends went to his 
house to enquire after him, but his doctor would not allow anybody in, so 
they all waited outside, with crestfallen faces. Azhakan came that way and 
joined the crowd. When Narayanan was told about Azhakan’s presence, he 
wanted him to be called in. 

Azhakan was surprised. “Why did you single me out?" he. asked 
Narayanan. To which Narayanan replied in a feeble voice, “That's because, 
l'll be able to see everybody else in heaven. I'll be missing you there. Hence 
my desire to seé you while I'm still here!” 











PHOTO CAPTION CONTEST 





M, Natarajan i M. Natarajan 


Can you formulate a caption ina few words, to suit these pictures related to 
each other? If yes, you may write it on a post card and mail it to Photo 
Caption Contest, Chandamama, to reach us by 20th of the current month.A 
reward of Rs. 50/- will go to the best entry which will be published in the 
issue after the next. i 


The Prize for September '91 goes to:— 


Mr K. Tukaram, 

47/13 48 Bldg No., 

M.L.G. Adarsh Nagar, y 

Near Worli Sports Club, BOMBAY-400 025. 


The Winning Entry:— “PERCHED HIGH"— “THOUGHTS FLY” 


PICKS FROM THE WISE 


The best way to make children good is to make them happy. 


—Wilde 
Life is not so short but that there ig always time enough for cueS?. 
Call no man happy till he is dead. e ane ls 


{s there anyone so wise as to learn by the experience of others? 
= _ Voltaire 


Ty 


m nye 


‘mh ey 





CHANDAMAM 4 n b Regds'No. M. 8686 





WuRiMe AAMPAS Hos 
PeAl zen 
Mineo IVICE iM THe CENtst. GO On 
aT GAS. gals Eves EAD 
}f ALL wPt 


NMudreBLBING:341'91 Kay 





